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One 


Author's Notes: 
Crossposting. | sat on this fic for months, waiting for Halloween. Close enough. 


Yes, it's very short. Let your mind fill in the blanks. Its "pointless sex" for those of you who enjoy that 


description. However it's also kind of ‘high level overview’. 


Candy apples, toffee apples, and caramel apples are traditional autumn and Halloween treats in the UK and US 
and probably other countries. | choose ‘caramel because that's what | grew up with. 


-Eorly 2000s 


"Well, | think it's a bust. No amount of stirring is going to get this caramel to set." Joe's kitchen fell into the 
category of barely adequate but Sav knew its limitations. He'd thought. Never before had he not succeeded in 


whatever recipe he tried. 


A dozen bright red apples with wooden sticks jabbed into them where their stems used to be sat on waxed 
paper over a short stretch of countertop next to the stove, waiting for their candy coating. It appeared they'd 
be waiting for a long time. Sav's batch of caramel was the right color, the right flavor, but the consistency? 


Like chicken broth. 


Joe wasn't used to his bandmate's cooking going wrong. "Aww-wwwh!" he intoned, disappointed little kid or 
spoiled brat, who knew. His favorite Halloween treat, down the tubes till the next year. Not that he'd sink to 
the level of store-bought apple wraps, but he happened to know that every grocery in a ten-kilometre radius 
was sold out of them. From their neat rows placed by Sav, the shiny red apples stared back at him. 


If Sav had ever seen Joe pout, it was now. Even after his pronouncement, he continued to stir and poke at the 


runny mixture with a wooden spoon, while Joe's eyebrows decidedly rumpled as he, too, stared into the kettle. 
"Oh, its not so bad," Sav cajoled. "We can still eat it plain. So what if we have to use spoons?" 


Blinking, Joe looked up. "That's it!" he exclaimed, the proverbial light bulb glowing over his head. A dirty little 
grin somewhere between sexy and evil slithered across his face. Off went the stove, and into the freezer went 


the pot of caramelized cream, sugar and butter. 


Two 


*%**One hour later *** 


Sav was out of swear words. He'd probably run the gamut several times over in tones that ranged from 


frustrated to near-orgasmic. Now if Joe would just stop dicking around, as it were, so he could drop the "near" 


part of that last thought.. 


The next thing Joe had done after slamming the freezer door (after dropping most of his clothes on the 
kitchen floor) was root through his toy chest. He came up with rope - eighty feet of hand-made silk-thread 
rope that he'd gotten from god knew where, but that Sav recognized on sight. To his knowledge, ropes weren't 
generally black 


It was with a certain amount of glee that he bowed to the inevitable, having an idea of what was coming 
(besides himself). There was only so much Joe could do with a ruined batch of caramel, and if he wanted Sav 


tied up and helpless, it was sure sign he was going to do things to him with his tongue. 


Sure enough, Sav found himself naked, spread-eagled and tightly secured to Joe's king-sized four-poster bed. 
Joe disappeared but not for long, returning with the cooled batch of sweet candy-sauce still in the kettle held 
out in front of him. In his spare hand, he clutched a couple of spoons and a white rubber spatula. Sav's dick 


definitely took notice of that. 


For the next hour or so, Joe drizzled lines of the sticky stuff onto Sav, spread it with the spatula, and licked it 
off him. It was a slow tease, starting with his forearm, a innocuous enough area. Just that gave Sav a full 
erection. By the time Joe had actually worked his way down his body to it, leaving a series of bite-marks 
between licks and an intensely stinging nipple in his wake, Sav's pre-cum further diluted the carmel-syrup 


smeared on his lower belly. Every so often, the spatula would splat into a pool of stickiness. 


It was bloody frustrating not to be able to touch - not Joe and not himself. Sav preferred to be an active 
participant. This, Joe knew. His knots were tight. 


The raspy-soft tongue licking cool strings of candy coating from his balls was more than Sav could take. He 
should have known Joe would do that, make him come without touching his hard-on. In some ways it was a 
gyp, but when his sac got a tongue-bath like that and nuzzled and sucked, dunked in caramel and sucked some 
more, he couldn't stop himself. Though he usually vocalized his pleasure - loudly - Sav only managed a series 


of sharp gasps along with several sticky streaks of his own 


Another similar but cooler thin, viscous rope traced the subtle lines of his abdominal muscles, criss-crossing 
his recent offering at right angles. Joe was there, swirling his tongue through the mess, calling it good and 
smacking his lips with a wicked grin. As soon as he licked up the whole mixture he untied Sav, coaxed him onto 


all fours and started over. 


After another hour, Sav couldn't have said for sure he had more of up his arse: caramel or Joe. 


Three 


Author's Notes: 
Joan Jett lyrics, although her song was a remake. 


*** Epilogue. 

There was no help for them but a bath. Even a shower wasn't going to get that gluey mess out of all the 
cracks and crevices. As Sav relaxed in the fork of Joe's legs, he commented, "I'm glad we didn't just throw that 
batch out." 

"| definitely believe in recycling now, Sav. And your skin was the perfect staging area" The frontman's hands 
were getting a little extra-friendly on extra-sticky surfaces. "Lean forward, I'm sure you'll need the soap, um, 
there." 

"Where?" 

They giggled at the inadvertent reference. "There," Joe repeated, sliding a tapered bar down Sav's crack 


"Where?" They both knew where. And there was a second bath much later that night. 


Fin. 


